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NIGHT TRIPPING ONCE AGAIN 


_]- 


Mother gives a gift birthing prerogative entity to go forth through the 


living firth that leadeth to death inevitable. 


NT January 6, 1990 


TIME ZONE MALFUNCTION 


6 o’ clock on a Wednesday afternoon. 

5:30 -- my head is on bed. 

Dream status is allegoric symbol mixed in mural-- elating, deflating, 
wishful morale. 

12 o’clock on a Friday evening. 

Hold on Creep Eaters, Footstep Men, there's 12 o'clock on a Friday evening. 
Fairy tale-land. 

Fairy tale Friday evening at 12 o'clock-- where some seek a safe 
molestation from another body's pleasure giving. 


Ah...but first a good dinner. 


Potatoes..... 
Bread.... 
And 


Wine. 


NT January 9-10, 1990 


I have trouble sitting through a black and white movie. Listening to AM radio 
is like watching a black and white television screen. FM radio is like color 
television with qualm-mode, body function. 


NT May 22-23, 1990 


Esmeralda, get off your high horse and meet at human height. 


NT April, 1990 


WE WERE MADE FROM DIRT 


Barren, ashen, earth. 
Beautiful curvature, take your soothing, kinesis hand and pet my brain. 
Barren, ashen, earth. 


A mood of basement floors passé impassive. 
Dark stroke makes stricken sensory of all sensory. 
Light a fire for the day and the night in the Time Keeper's quarrel. 
Morality is a double standard. 
Hell tomorrow, Hell today, Hell in all forms. 
Hello...Jell-o...Othello.... 
Hell is on wheels. Hell to steal. Hell to pay. 
We pray Hell a myth. 
Hell, a probable myth, never seems to go away from 
mythical fear and suspicion. 
Head, foot, torso, feet waver to the human heartbeat tone. 
They have pulsed feelings to be felt. 
Barren, baldness, decay, one will face one day. 
When such is seen, some pray to their certain phenomenal 
entity for a soothing answer, a soothing, ultimate solution for relief. 


Barren, ashen, earth. 
Beautiful curvature, take your soothing, kinesis hand and pet my brain. 
Barren, ashen, earth. 
Dead is life. Life is dead. 


NT March 16-17, 1990 


HELIUM ROSE 


Red, pink, furnished in above the sky, levitates a Helium Rose. 


It is a color pigment of its imagination. 
She. 


She is a color pigment of her imagination. 
Her color pigment is sensed by opinion as beautiful. 


He. 
He is a color pigment of his imagination. His color pigment is sensed by 


opinion as handsome. 


No, it is a color pigment of air. The judgement awoke to sniff the 
colored red, pink, green-stemmed air that had been pierced by a 
crow’s crossing flight. 


Night in the clouds. 


Color and the accompanying hues cannot be physically seen by an eye’s 
wandering in this concept called night. 


In darkness, perhaps by smell or imaginative perception, a color pigment is 


sensed vibrant. Beauty sensed vibrant, beauty to be seen and felt. 
Red, pink, furnished in above the sky, levitates a Helium Rose. 


NT April 20, 1990 


WANT IS NEVER A PROMISE 


Want 
is never 
a promise. It’s based on a doing to achieve the 


desirable. 


NT May 30-31, 1990 


240s 


Composer decomposes composition, Composer composes decomposition while the 
music junkie gets his fix by just recording and recording, and recording the things 
his mind digs. 

Both are madmen, in a pot of nourishing soup, twice boiled over. 


NT August 23-24, 1990 
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DEFINING A HALLUCINATION 


Hallucination -- A visual lie. 


Hallucination -- Mind attack. 


Hallucinating -- A visual way of lying. 


Hallucinating -- Mind attack. 


NT August 23-24, 1990 
we ae 


A MOTHER ONCE STOOD 


A mother once stood. 

She once fed and clothed me. 

All through my growing her watchful eye was trial, judge, and jury. 
Human, in whatever attitude, I turned out to be thanks 


to a mother that once stood. 


NT March 30, 1990 
ee 


DAY TRIPPING IN THE SCHOOL 


ey ee 


Looking out the bistro window, one less than two attempts to gather with his fork 
the last little bits of spaghetti, an impertinent balancing act transfixed. 


DT April 30, 1990 
Sa ae 


Right in the bullet’s piercing, surgery implants a new thought-cranium. 


Birthing from the gabby jaw-wreck, a woman is born. 


DT April 30, 1990 
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Gnaw an ear off an absurdly loud college boy. 
Then sew his ear back on again. 
By then, it should be healed by slight reason. 


DT April 30, 1990 
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Join me for tea sometime. Not in the immediate future, but soon. 
Guest for tea. 
You are nothing but beautiful pain. 
Guest for dining. 


Turkey for lunch. Prime rib for dinner. 


DT May 7, 1990 
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ONE OF MANY’S VISION 
You have your thoughts. 


How could you have thought of what you’ve seen? 


Stranger than known eyes take a vote on an appropriate answer: 


“We regroup to serve as a mind's eye. We are one true visionary.” 


The eyes have it. 


DT 5/7/90 


FAR AWAY, FAR FUTURE TIME 


Far away, far future time, 

As you go to the coffee shop, take me along with you. 
Slide a memory in the jukebox. 

Nostalgia plays. 


My home’s return with one ablaze. 


DT December 12, 1990 
an 





Magazines tell news. Demagoguery is in question. Pencils are a defense in the school. 
Give me the last beer, I’m thirsty. I’ve been sitting on this mountain for a long time now. I 
dry out from vascular thought. Plimsoul survives. Harry worked in a toy shop for nine 
months. But after nine months caught up to him, a monkey wrench hit him on the head. A 
new idea dawned on him, “Get a more graceful job.” Harry now sings in the town choir. 
Space, time, Addis Ababa, the Arabian knights streak across the sky on their magic carpets. 
Oops, the magic carpets conk-out once in awhile. All things break down. Most things can be 
fixed, repaired, adorned, reborn. Build up for a common defense. Good man fights the dark 
with an insoluble truth. 


- 


When will there be a constant comfortable temperature? 


When there are no flesh wounds to be had. 


DT April 30, 1990 


meek ee 


STORIES FROM THE AYBSS 
ee 


UNDER MY RED BLANKET 


Being under my red blanket as a small boy proved to be an interesting experience and 
perhaps something quite existential through real conflict and fantasy. 


“Kwestian Osmaris Marque, I’m gonna wash your mouth out with soap!" says 
mother, as I run away from her scolding. I had said my first bad word. I made my way 
to the attic which was one place I would sometimes leave my red blanket. 


Up in the attic, I found my red blanket and hid under it. The soft cloth over my head 
gave me little air to breathe, but it gave a little boy a sense of protection. Below the attic, 


mother was looking for me. I could imagine her having a storm cloud of scold over her 
head and carrying a bar of soap in her right hand. 


During her search for me, I had fallen asleep under my red blanket. She never found me 


Sometimes I would pretend that when I was under my red blanket, I was inside a movie 
theater. The blanket over my face would seem like a big movie screen and my mind was the 
movie projector as I imagined things onto the soft, red cloth screen. 


Maybe my mind, the projector, imagined on the movie screen a cowboy and Indian 
movie or some other type of action packed enchantment a little boy would enjoy. To make 
such an experience authentic, I would eat popcorn while viewing the imaginary movies. 


Whenever I would have nightmares, or think the Boogie Man was creeping about in 
my bedroom along with his fiends that go bump in the night, I would hide under my red blanket 
and mumble rhythmically like a choo-choo train, "Sandman, clobber Boogie Man. Sandman, 


clobber Boogie Man." After doing this, my fears would subside and I would feel mighty. 


My red blanket is still with me to this day. I go under it when I feel cold in my home. 


SO 


RAISED BY CONSCIENCE RAZED BY EUPHORIA 


A man known to no one observes the hustle and the bustle of travelers in an 
airport terminal. Sitting in blank vigil, this unknown figure appears to be in his 
early twenties. His flight doesn’t leave for a few hours yet. 


Reaching into his coat, the unknown man takes out a pill of some kind. In the 
palm of his hand he stares briefly at the pill and then ingests it. 


A half hour passes. In his mind he sees radiant colors shaped as if they 
were flowing in a streaming fluid formation. His head throbs as a rhythmic 
beating of a heart sets in. These beating rhythms could sound at a native American 
ceremony. Echoes of voice and drum incorporate. He hears all the travelers 
intermittent going to and fro terminals. The travelers now seem to be getting 
farther distant and distant from his sensory. 


In his head, a whelm of peculiar events are starting to take place, conjures 
beyond his perception. The unknown man finds himself in a city with Roman 
architecture. He stands on a street corner. The heartbeat monotone pulses much 
slower. And the voice-echo tapers off in a vague distance. 


Moving from his position at the street corner, he walks toward an underground 
subway entrance. There are stairs that burrow deep into the ground. He wants to go 
down those stairs. A horde of people stroll by. Out of the crowd, a tall, thin 
middle-aged man wearing a three piece suit smiles at him. While smothered in the 
crowd, the thin man concentrates with high intensity and stretches both of his bony 
hands out to the unknown man, while still maintaining his giant smile. There is 
money in his outstretched hands. An outstretched bony hand tucks the paper currency 
into the unknown man's shirt pocket. In a slow hypnotic tone, the thin man says, 

“Poor....poor...unhealthy soul." The thin man withers away into thin air. 


The unknown man counts the money. It totals to a hundred and fifty dollars. He 
votes to put it in one of his front pant pockets and make the descent down the 


subway Stairs. 


At the end of his descent down the stairs, darkness is around. Water dripping 
can be heard. The water's noise has a tingling insurgence into his body’s senses. He 
suddenly finds himself on a ship docking pier. Passenger river boats, resembling the 
ones from the back in the old Mississippi river boat days from the mid 19th century, 
move about back and forth. One passenger river boat ports. This river boat looks homey 
and inviting. Jovial people invite the unknown man to board saying, "Come on. Come on." 
All the happy people were unfamiliar to him except for a young woman, a girl 
he once knew from his high school years. As he is boarding the river boat, she 
speaks to him in a foreign language. He smiles out of politeness while passing by 
her. The inside of the river boat has a typical mid 1800's setting. The atmosphere 
displays elegance with detailed carved wooden furnishings. There are red carpets 
strolling along white marble floors. All luxury is inside. 


ole 


Two elderly black men usher him into an elegant cabin room. Inside the cabin 
room, they both express cordially for him to be comfortable. The two men also 
express their gratitude for his presence. All three men are sitting around a table 
with a candle lit in the center of it. This is the only illumination in the cabin room. 


One of the elderly black men speaks to the unknown man, "My name's Willie an' 
dat over there be Christopher." 


Christopher takes a bottle of spirits out of his overcoat and directs his attention to the 
unknown man, "Hey, how ‘bout some good corn whiskey. What d'ya say, my good man?" 


The unknown man nods, smiling affirmatively. They all drink. Good cheer 
whirls. He's comfortable. They all drink more. He's comfortable. Moments later, in 
the little party, all present were intoxicated. 


"How ‘bout we all sing a song. I say, I say, a drinkin’ good song," suggests Willie. 
"A one. A two. A one, two, three. Take it away, boys," leads the unknown man. 


The two elderly black men sing. The unknown man tries to join in with them, 
but he can't. He finds no energy to. 


The two men sing, "Corn in ma' belly/whiskey in ma’ head / I’se ain’t 
betta’ off dead. Not me. Not me." 


The baritone voices of the men soothe him to sleep. 
"Bump, Bump, Bump." 


The unknown man wakes up to find himself under the 
table while his head is pounding uncontrollably against its bottom surface. His 
head pounding against the table's bottom surface is being controlled by a 
paranormal force. Echoes of laughter surround throughout the room. 


The two elderly black men are gone. 


The echoing laughter ceases. The pounding of his head against the table's 
bottom surface ceases. Blood from his nose and parts of his face litter his clothes 
and the floor. He manages to get himself up from under the table. All injury and 
blood now vanish. 


Now dazed and trying to figure out what just took place, the unknown man 
sees that the cabin room had changed. The room looks run down, old, being quite 
unkempt. Cobwebs weave their presence all over the room. This room appears 
pitifully ugly to him. He sees on the floor before him some old daguerreotypes that 
are strewn about. He is curious about them and sits on the floor to have a look 
through them. Most of the images displayed in the daguerreotypes have groups of 


-29 - 


people posing together in group portraits. He also observes some daguerreotypes of 
people posing alone as well. All the daguerreotype images have a brownish-black 
tint to them and show signs of fading. Suddenly, a wall in the room says in a slow, 
deep voice, "Osmosis. Speak, my children. Speak, my family. Speak to me." 


The people in the daguerreotypes respond to the wall in a unison 
chant, "We died. We died. We died.” 


Frightened, the unknown man runs out of the room. When he is out of the 
room, he reaches to another point in space and time. 


Somehow the unknown man finds himself sitting in an automobile, seated in 
the front passenger's seat. This automobile is familiar to him. He remembers the 
late 1980's automobile. Seated next to him in the drivers seat is a gal he had a crush 
on that he hasn't seen or heard from for a few years now. He once knew her, a 
favored soul who always remains unceasingly in his memory. He stares in amazement 
at her presence as she is driving. Her eyes gaze forward, gazing catatonic, 
transfixed on the stretch of highway ahead. The automobile moves through 
a summer’s night rain. 


Classic rock n' roll fills inside the car. He attempts to communicate with 
her. No words nor vocal sound can emanate from his mouth. She keeps on driving 


while the catatonic trance maintains her, never glancing at him once. Her movements 


that maneuver the steering wheel seem somewhat robotic. 


A heartbeat pounding fills over the classic rock n' roll music as this woman he 
always desired glances over at him and suggests, "Gordon...Gordon...let's peak to 
a higher level." 


Haunting was her catatonic manner as she spoke to him. Her voice was 
extremely slow, as if she was a strand of audio tape that had been slowed down 
several times over. Despite this, her speech was audible, being 
quite understandable. 


The car comes to a stop. In view, a house lies at the bottom of a hill. It 
is fairly modern and great in size. 


The unknown man's desired friend says in her haunting state, "This dwelling 
is the higher level. Come....this is where Yogbar lives." 


The two walk inside the giant house, entering into a big parlor. Inside, 
three people are on its floor intoxicated. The lighting in the parlor is a dim 


orange. The furnishings now come into view-- they are either Turkish or Arabic in 


design. Water pipes are abundant. Their emanating haze fills the parlor, 
singing a melody of smoke. 


A large, muscular man of Arabic descent enters the smoke-filled parlor. 


He entered the parlor by passing through a beaded doorway. He approaches the two. 
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With his low voice, he speaks to the unknown man’s desired friend, "Ah... you have 
brought a guest. Very well, then." She hands him two golden shaped spade pieces. 
The burly man kneels before her and then walks away. He returns inside the room he 
came out of, disappearing by passing through the beaded doorway. 


The unknown man communes with his desired friend, smoking, 


inhaling intoxicating vapor. Her face has a blank appearance as she lets 
out a smile. 


Without warning, despair suddenly expresses itself on her face. She 
pleads, "Help me! Help me!" The unknown man watches in horror as she melts 
into a liquid and disappears into obliterated peace. 


A murmuring, pounding sound of a heart slowly beats eventually 
to silence. 


"Sir? Sir? It’s time to board the aircraft." An airline worker's efforts 
to revive the unknown man are futile. The unknown figure was raised by his 
conscience and his heart was razed to ruin by his euphoric dreams. 


Written Aboard an Airplane In-Flight from Pittsburgh to Boston*’\Dec. 29, 1987 


Og 


FRIGID APE AND THE CRIME MENAGERIE 


In this crime-frame, there is Mugsy in his jail cell waiting, hoping for a 
stay of execution. He hopes the legal system will come through in his favor. Time 
passes in the crime-frame, Mugsy just can't take it anymore. He can’t wait any 
longer for the possible good or grim verdict. 


In an effort to make a dilution in the severity of his crime, this genius in 
crime’s mind panics for the first and only time. The efforts, the crime past, a 
criminal genius inhales some liquid mercury through his nose and then dies shortly 
after. A swift, quick death by a quick and slippery liquid metal. One animal dead 
in the crime menagerie. 


In another part of the crime menagerie, there is Frigid Ape. 


Frigid Ape, crime-frame's Frigid Ape, dear Frigid Ape, a poor dope. He 
murders, he slaughters to appease his hunger. He is a big oaf that constantly hunts 
for his nourishment. “Duh,” or “Deh,” that’s about all he mutters, “Deh, me Frigid 
Ape.” 


“EEEEEEEEKKKKKK!!! EEEEEEEKKKKK!” is expressed by frightened 
people. “EEEEEEKKK!! EEEEEEKKK!!” can be heard as the frightened herd 
see Frigid Ape. There is a horrid sight belonging to him that induces fear amongst 
these fearful hunted. This horrid sight, belonging to Frigid Ape, that could be 
produced at will, even on a 90 degree day, are the icicles that form and protrude 
out of his nostrils. Oh, gosh! He's doing it now. He's doing the act that axe-grinds 
the herd’s fears. Everyone’s panicking and running for cover. These icicles he 
produces, protrude out of his nostrils all pointed, being quite weapon-like. Frigid 
Ape performs this biological function to quench his thirst, but what 
about his...his hunger?! “AAAAAAA!! AAAAAA!!” The panic of the herd still 
remains ever constant. 


First, a reconnaissance is in order for ol' Frigid to find a nice fellow 
human being to eat. Instead, Frigid Ape hears a swinging tune from the 1940's. He 
chooses to reflect over the pleasant tune with a glass of wine. The icicles that 
protrude out of his nostrils have grown smaller. They gently slide from his 
nostrils and break off, only to quietly plop into the glass of wine. Thoughts of 
his birth and the purpose for living recount and explain their existence in his 
mind, "I went to the College of Life. I went to and through Mental State and then to 
Drunken State the minute after.” 

LBD 


A MOO DEAD BY LASSOO 


There’s this cowboy who lassoed a doggie. Yep, a doggie. He round that 
doggie. He round, he ground that doggie. Yep, he ate 'em right up. 70 pounds of 
calf worth. Yecch! What a lame man for killing a baby! WAAAAH! WAAAAH! 
An occult cry in a mechanical bathing suit. The death of a baby! All that was left 
was its little hollowed-out carcass. Exclamation! Exclamation! We have to call the 
Preacher For All Sundays to emcee the little calf’s funeral on Sunday, 
the Sunday Funeral. 


An eyewitness account of the little calf’s funeral was done by 
reporter H.J. Norbert: 


The funeral began with the Preacher For All Sundays speaking before the 
group of mooing mourners. The crying and sobbing of moo-hoo could be heard all 
around the little calf who lay in its little casket... 


"On this Sunday Funeral, the Sunday Funeral for the baby, we mourn the loss of this precious 
calf that the cowboy so horribly and menacingly killed by way of his eating habits. No, not 
he will be here nor shall his eating habits be present and welcome. We won't see the 

cowboy, this hombre at this Sunday Funeral of this poor calf." 


Bessie and Franco, the departed calf's parents, were on hand at the 
Preacher For All Sundays' side. There was a concession stand that sold peanuts, 
popcorn, grade-A grass curd, and a sparkling array of soft drinks, but no 
filet mignon. 


After the Preacher For All Sundays finished the funeral sermon, Bessie and 
Franco asked all in attendance to rise and sing the "Anthem of the Farm." 
Thereafter, after that, the Preacher For All Sundays proceeded to make a bird call 
of a Zimbabwe Zombian Bird. He did this to sanctify the solidification of the young 
calf's journey into the Astral Land of Spirits. The mourners responded to the bird 
call by chanting three times, "Holy is the Land of Cow." 


The final partake of the Sunday Funeral took place when Franco said, 
"Bull!" in protest to traffic officer Nablemeyer for giving him a ticket of 
violation for his browning the pasture. A mourner at the Sunday Funeral yelled a 
warning to officer Nablemeyer, "Officer Nablemeyer, it is most advisable to run from 
Franco’s large, jousting horns. You know Franco can be a real pain in the butt when he is 
greatly angered! Quickly, quickly run and do not show red!" 


NT October 2, 1990 
533 


LONG DISTANCE MIND RADAR 


a, 


BRAIN SEX 


I’m in your mind. 


I'm in your mind. 


I'm out of your mind. 


I'm in your mind. 


I'm out of your mind. 


In.... Out 
Out.. In 
Out.. In...... 
In Out 


Mind midsections mingle. 
Mind midsections tingle. 


Crunch, rub, grind. 


Mind midsections mingled. 
Mind midsections tingled. 


February 2, 1990 
Ore ge 


BRAIN SEX, THE REPRISE 


I’m in your mind. 
I’m your body. 


I'm in your mind. 
I’m in your body. 


I'm out of your mind. 
I'm out of your body. 


I’m in your mind. 
I’m in your body. 


I'm out of your mind. 
I’m out of your body. 


In.... Out 
Out.. In 
Out.. In...... 
In Out 


Mind midsections mingle. 
Mind midsections tingle. 


Crunch, rub, grind. 


Mind midsections mingled. 
Mind midsections tingled. 


February 2, 1990 
SBR 


A MORNING AFTER, A MILLENNIA OF THOUGHT 


The human species that possesses the hole, 

exporting spirit and the soul, 

it's too easy to lose you. It's hard to discover you under 

the rock in which you exist. 

It's never doing to know you. 

One slob wishes to know your eye classifications. Visual-groom him. 
It's never doing. Never doing. Never doing, smothered in the black 
rooms where a sleeping slob dreams with hollow reasoning. 

Pigs hunt for a particular food. Pray for the pig. The most 

fickle creature in the world. 


NT November 8-9, 1990 
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NIGHT OF HEAVY HAMMER 


Se 


A WOMAN FADED INTO NIGHT 

A woman faded into night. 

She is lost from my eyes. 

Woman faded into night, walk with him. Walk with the one you love. 


When you see a wolf howl, think of me. Think of this as a symbol of a 
conquered admirer. 


Faith is blind, 
Blind is faith. 


You are out there....gone. 
A woman faded into night. 


Another loss I spake, another loss I will have to take. 


NT July 21-22, 1990 


oe ic ee 


A DEFINITION: SUPERSTITION 


Superstition -- A Halloween trick involving the inert motion of sordid ignorance. 


Some go through the webs of goblins with minute detail for the fury, for the fear that makes 
coldness in the body from shear terror. Stop in the mirror fortress of the fun house sometime. 
Warble, wobble, participants don't fall down. Fun house images distort, contort, even purport 
visual intoxication right in front of a pair of browsing eyes that are bestowed 

in flesh and cranium. But, who is to say the malarkey and the macabre are here? 

Far or near? Put fear and illusion together and get superstition-- an inert motion of 

sordid ignorance. 


NT July 21-22, 1990 
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"Off to bed," says a sleepyhead. 

Hollow through the head, 

Heavy and drift-less through life, 

There will be no surprise if the sleepyhead never wakes up. 


Off to bed has been accomplished by a body dead. 


NT July 21-22, 1990 


Hey, you could always “lose-win” them all. 


NT July 21- 22, 1990 
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DAYLIGHTS AND THE LIVING 


ye 


NOURISHMENT VIA ENRICHMENT 


Night finally arrives to play a part in the closing of a winter day. 
Glisten, glazen are the stars. 


The moon shines through the night's perplexed, dark realm-- a single 
beacon out alone, bright in tone. 


A soldier is told on this winter night to go to the grocery store for his 
general who performs many a snore. 


Eggs, milk, butter, the soldier must implore. 

This nocturnal duty for his general is welded to him by a military chastity 
belt. A winter's wind, holding a whip, whispers to 

him, "Whip. Whip. Obey. Obey." 

Within the soldier's mind, a basset hound sleeps deeply sound. 

Basset Hound.... Yes.... Basset Hound. 


Furry, hotdog, and brown. 


The soldier's would be favorite friend at days end, who smiles with a 
frown on the other side of a tall, grassy mound, howls at the moon. 


For this slow creature who lavishes in laziness and leisure is the 
soldier's favorite dog of choice. 


Sparkle, sprinkle, the winter night's colors still glisten around 
favorite canine teeth. 


Alas, cries the soldier, “Feign duty! Feign duty that is to be done for 
my general who performs many a snore!” 
April, 1990 
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ARE YOU AWAKE? PART ONE 


ELNASYESSLESNYLYAE SSRI Y HA 
One morning, I spoke before the company's inner ear council. They were half asleep. With this in 
mind, I felt the need to test their awareness. I spoke these words below in story form. 

“Hello people. A man asked me just the other day, ‘What is our position?’ ” 

“T replied to the man, ‘I don't know.’ ” 

“He then told me, ‘We are standing still.’ ” 

“T ask before you now at this board meeting, what is our position?” 

I interrupt this story to say that no one in the room knew the answer. 


Everyone was clueless. And now, I bring the conclusion of my speech that took place on that 
very morning. 


"We are standing still, dog-tired, at 8:16 in the morning." 


DT July 31, 1990 
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ARE YOU AWAKE? PART TWO 


One time a mysterious woman told me to draw a line parallel to a line that she had drawn. 


She said, "Draw a line parallel to my line and you shall see the light.” 





I told her that I wasn't bright enough to do such a thing. 
I did not know what a parallel line was at the time of her request. 


She then said, "Go on, make the attempt. Take a gamble. 
Take a guess. Draw the line." 


I did. I made the attempt. 


I then asked her, "Is my attempt correct?" 








She replied, "Yes, your attempt is correct. You have now seen the light 
which is the answer. Your brain-light has been activated. 

You are now a bright light. You are now a bright light 

parallel in this universe." 


The mysterious woman was my geometry teacher. 


DT July 31, 1990 
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TIME KEEPER’S QUARREL 


Light a fire for the day, the year in a Time Keeper’s quarrel. One, two, 
three, four fingers fluid in the river. Warble. Wobble, but they don’t fall down. 


Who is to say that the macabre and the malarkey are here? 

No, it’s not to say, not even today, not even tomorrow, or the next day. 
A species of nut knows lion in placid park. 

Maybe a storm settles to this moment up in the mountain. 


Praise is needed today where bundle of nerves curdle 
in the stomach culture. 


No, no spies will see you and your abatement, your fearing, model-molecular-structure. 
One tap to three creep show disturbance summons 

a medicine man to thwart off much maligned illness. 

Meat Hook Pride, never chide, because you 

want to be safe from falling into the chasm, split by the schism, wrecked by 

the mechanism. 


Stop and think. There is peace for you in this valley. 


Day Tripping September 10, 1990 
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Chuck Swaim 3/14/90 


Philosophy/Ethics, section 002 Essay Test #2 


1. Give your thoughts about the following In essay form Self, 
Satisfaction, and Certainty. You have 50 minutes. Good luck. 


Self, Satisfaction And Certainty 


To know oneself, to identify satisfaction, and certainty is a response 
from sight, hearing, touch, taste and smell, and perhaps maybe, the sixth sense of Natural Aura 
as well. 


Confidence, high confidence, helps the self push on through this writing through the uncertainty 
of what will be the outcome of this test, of what grade myself will receive from this writing. My 
self-sensory will aid my grade as much as possible through this fifty minute session. 


Getting a poor grade would probably cause dissatisfaction amongst 

myself. But, on the other hand and third foot, satisfaction arrives from knowing correct 
information from what has been learned, of knowing that I have learned from my mistakes in 
order to improve emotional sensory. This, in turn, would guide one’s self with the correct 
information to perform various tasks that were instructed when learning to be certain in pursuing 
certainty along with a satisfaction of being well informed to better think through my actions 
within self, satisfaction, and certainty. 


Huh? What the hell? What was just said here? 
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BOUNTY GIVEN, BOUNTY TAKEN 


Bounty given, bounty taken. 

Sluggish and slow, the molten lava exists, forming a hard rock. 

With one soul present, they see no food, no water. They just see their 
eventual spiritual existence and a hard rock to adapt substance and 
subsistence from. 


NT October 25-26, 1990 
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MIND OVER MATTER 


The badge of our leader probably wouldn’t be remembered on 
scorched land. 


A drunkard says, “If ye pay no mind, then it all doesn’t matter.” 


With his nose red and swelling, there is more he tells, “The density of 
this whiskey’s will, and the perplexity of clatter, only remember me." 


DT September 16, 1990 
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BATTLE WITH HIM AND THE REPUBLIC ! 


Banana soup was made for those who attended the luncheon 
sponsored by The Republic. 


"Public, my dear public, the police will watch you everywhere," said 
the Ultimate Ruler. 


"And a nuclear strike will destroy our land! May a nuclear strike 
destroy our land!" yelled an excited luncheon guest. 


"Put him under guard at gun point," said the mad republic’s Head of 
Strange Policemen. 


A policeman, under ante, with nothing to offer but a bluff to 

kill or maim, just before he wins an ultimate surprise-- a mirror image 
of himself. The Head of Strange Policemen has been watched 
everywhere on multi-television screens. 


NT October 18, 1990 
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AN ALLERGY TO HOMEWORK 


When one first fails at 3:30 in the morning, try, try, again and brain-fry the next day. Most 
homework is semi-valuable to learn, semi-valuable to cause the midnight oil to burn. So, try, try, 
and brain-fry another time. 


At least and latest, sleep makes night necessary. A dreamer must fight non-candor and cover up 
suspicion. Most homework is semi-valuable to learn. 


Mental war of attrition is taking place between a multiple of heads and their homework. 
Toadstool, bequeath your place to the new modern kingdom of the little people so that they can 
keep dry from the acid rain that causes brain-fry. So then, right the warring multiple of heads. 


The warring multiple of heads, in their homes, in their own biomes. They see only their 
tranquility of violent colors going down in flames in the scenic 
setting as their heads explode and implode at the same moment in motion. 


Signs of drowsiness are nothing new when most homework is 

semi-valuable to learn. These signs indicate an allergic reaction to the homework. It's difficult 
resetting, fine-tuning thought for the toughest assignments, that advertise signs from assigned 
mind-patter, and give one perplexity instead of the clear thought that oils accomplishment. 


NT October 24, 1990 
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SLEEPY HAND 


Future written yawns move, inspiring this hand to 

eventually write down a color of words. 

The gradual stroke of the pencil seems to be protected by 

error because of its unprovoked cause in the erasure. 

This will help free the pressure margin for error and imperfection. 


Piety, a Watery Prince, and a tattoo on the hand, inhaled by sight. 
A piece of meat for the Watery Prince, who devours his first hunt. 
The continuous line of walls challenge Piety. 

No sanctum is included, and the drudgery barrier, with 
encroaching, unrelenting headache-pessimism, urges self-end and 


wimping out because of one million failures. 


In lone vigil, the tattoo remains on the hand, unscathed, still 
inhaled by sight. 


NT October 16, 1990 
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TIME WAS. 


TIME RAN OUT. 


TIME WAS. 


NEWLY HIRED, GONE, SHE DISAPPEARS 


Newly hired, gone, she disappears. 

No hatred spurned when our ways turned, just an appointment of 
disappointment for one and not for all. 

Thank you for your existence. 

A love-persistence was met by your resistance. 

Glove in hand, may all be in place when you walk on the new land 
somewhere gone. 

Have a happy disappearance, although unfortunate from this end. 


In closing, I say you matter. People matter. 


December 25, 1990 
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A maniacal knife’s edge, aside of his monstrosities, there is the humane 
notion that extends truthfully far from his comprehensive reach. 


NT October, 1990 
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Measure my life by the metric system, only to find one inch of Christianity. 


No conversion was committed. One inch was found. 


NT October 25-26, 1990 
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CHAPTER 1,276.7: APPENDIX A, SECTION B-- THOUGHT CRANIUM: 
"TEACHING A DAMAGED MIND" 

A damaged mind must be taught control. The method in which to do this takes 

double, triple the patience. A task of repentance must be implemented by the damaged mind. A 


damaged mind must use its nose to propel a non-moving fan blade and focus concentration in 
reasoning why it's propelling the fan blade. 


CHAPTER 1,277.0: A FEW RULES FOR PSYCHOLOGICAL COMFORT 


-- At least four hours of sleep is needed for the good of man. 
-- Slay all perfunctory lemons. Warm their cold, iron bar complexity 


and they will soon lay on the ground, curl up, and wither toward 
a warm death. A thoughtful god would then be time-shackle free. 


NT October 25-26, 1990 
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Plastic flowers are a false attraction. 


NT December 9-10, 1990 
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A glass eye cannot see. 
Plastic flowers are a false attraction. 
A wheelchair doesn’t have any legs to stand on. 


A wooden leg splintered cannot walk. 


NT December 9-10, 1990 
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ENTITY CHIVALRY 


Atomic number by nine saves atom-splitting time. 
Atomic number in time saves atom-splitting nine. 


Oar row, 
Atrow pierces the narrow, my hero. 


Beloved shake, 
Writhed snake, 
Flagrant cataclysm, 
Monocle prism, 
Only one decision. 


Dub thee knight and I will fight the atom's blurring vision as it 
nears fatal fission. 


NT December 9, 1990 
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WARM NOVEMBER DAY 


This is the last nice day that we’ll see in awhile. 

Eight days are a grueling myth in mirth, but only one day 

is actual and yet beautiful....it is this last warm day of beauty. 
This last day is grand, a grand piano playing its tune of 
sunshine, mild wind, and temperate temperature. 


Willows in the wind whistle a song accompaniment. 

Indian Summer day, in its beginning, echoes light, a nova eventually ending in 
the Fall-Wintery decay. 

Spring season, warm, return here once again without delay! 


Meanwhile, there is the sanctum sanctorum. There is mellow peace all 
in one piece, on this warm November day. 


DT November 14, 1990 
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THE PLATONIC MIRACLE 


Reunite as friend. Do not disappear thinking me a fiendish foe. 
If you were to knock on my door once again.... 


If you were to knock on my door once again and ask for food’s 
nourishment, the provision would be yours. 


If you were to knock on my door once again and ask for an 
opinion, you shall have it. 


If you were to knock on my door once again to ask for insight for your 
mind’s sight, it would be done. 


If you were to knock on my door once again, only to not be 
there, a mental agony would forever flourish, never to pacify in 
my unforgettable subconscious. 


NT December 9-10, 1990 
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EYE SEES MOTION 
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UNCLEAR RHETORIC CLEAR 


Unclear rhetoric in and over the mind, spoken by the mind. 


Days outnumber the mind. 


How is the human condition? 

A mirror that self-evaluates soul beleaguers spirit profusion. 

Sharp shards of mirrored glass go in and out, in and out, in and out 
of mental state. 

How is the human condition? 

This procession, this severing procession, can be seen in thought, 
degrading the brain function. 


All physicians must have compassion on the human condition 
instead of eyeing full monetary value. 


NT February 21-22, 1990 
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AIR BOMB DROP 


Air bomb drop. 

A trapeze artist falls through aerial disfiguration. 

Wavering winds and their wistful whistling meet his body. 

Thoughts of survival permeate his brain to perfect flight configuration. 


A gentle touch to the ground in the final stage. Two feet make a 
soft, safe landing on the molecular receptor that receives reality. 


A trapeze artist lives to tell about it. 


A happy ending. 


NT 12/14-15/90 
- 78 - 





A MISCELLANEOUS SUNDOWN 
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PERFECTION EXAMINED 


There is no such thing as perfection 
and 


art is undefined. 


There is no such thing as perfection 
thus 


an art or art form is undefined. 


fea 


Life is to remain as we move intrepid through its eventual, eventful succession. 


NT December, 1990 
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